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PAIRYOIiAND WITH THE YEIiIiOW 
HAIB. 



KNIGHT that wears no lady's sleeve 
Upon bis heim from dawn to eve, 
And all night long beneath the throng 
Of throbbing stars, without reprieve 
My moan I make, as on I ride 
Along waste lands and waters wide, 
The haunts of bitteras ; smoky strips 
Of sea-coast where there come no ships ; 
Or over brambly humpbacked downs. 
And uuder walls of hilly towns, 
And out again across tlie piain. 
Oft borae beneath a hissing rain 
Within the murmurs of the wind, 
That doth at nightfall leave his lair 
To follow and vex me ; tili I find 
Fair Yoland with the vellow hair. 
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14 FAVORITE POEMS. 

On a field azure, all pure or, 

A fountain springing evermore 

To reach one star Ihat, just too fiir 

For its endeavor, trembles o'er 

The topmost spray its strength will yield, 

For my device upon my shield 

Long since I wrouglit ; and under it 

Along a scroU of flame is writ 

The legend, thus ... "I shall attain." 

In letters large : albeit " In vain 1 " 

My heart replies to niock mine eyes ; 

For where that fountain seems to rise 

Its highest, it is back consigned 

To earth, and falls in void despair, 

Like my sad seven-years' hope to find 

Fair Yoland with the yellow hair. 

Seven years ago (how long it seems 
Since tben ! ) as free as summer streams 
My fancy played with sun and shade, 
And all my days were dim with dreams. 
One day — I wot not whence nor how 
It flashed upon me, even now 
I marvel at the change it wrought ! — 
My whole life leapt into one thought, 
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YOLAND WITH THE YELLOW HAia 15 

Wbich thougbt was made my lifelong act ; 
As, dashed in dazzliug cataract, 
Erom its long sleeps, at last outleaps 
Some lazy ooze, whicb heucefortk keeps 
Oue steadfast waj ; so all my mind 
Was in tbat moment made aware 
Tbat heucefortb I must die, or find 
Fair Yoland witb tbe yellow bair. 

Since tben, bow many laiids and cliraes 
Have I i-ansacked, — bow many times 
Been bruised witb blows, — bow many foes 
Have dealt to deatb, — bow many crimes 
Avenged, — bow many maidens freed ! 
And yet I seem to be, indeed, 
No nearer to tbe endless quest. 
Neitber by nigbt nor day I rest : 
My beart barns in rae like a fire : 
My soul is parebed witb long desire : 
Gbostlike I grow : and wbere I go, 
I bear men mock and mutter low. 
And feel men's fingers point bebind, — 
" Tbe moon-stmck knigbt tbat talks to air ! 
Lord belp tbe fool wbo bopes to find 
Fair Yoland witb tbe yellow bair ! " 
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16 PAVORITB POEMS. 

At times, in truth, I start, and shake 
Myself from thought, as one men wake 
Erom some long trance to hard miscliance, 
Wlio knows not yet wliat clioice to make 
'Twixt false and trae, sLnce all things seem 
Mere Fragments of his broken dream, 
When I recall what men aver, 
That all my lifelong quest of her 
Is vain and void ; since Ihriee (say they) 
Tin-ee hnndred years are rolled away, 
Aud knights forgot, wbose bones now rot. 
And their good deeds rcmembered not, 
Failed one by one, long ere I pined 
For this stränge quest ; whence tbey declare 
No living wight may bope to find 
Fair Yoland with the yellow hair. 

Ab me ! ... For Lanncelot maketb cbeer 
Witb great-eyed, glorious Guuievere; 
In glad green wood ; witb Queen Isoud 
Tristram of Lyones bunts the deer ; 
In cool of bloomy trellises 
Sir Garetb and Sir Gaberis, 
After long labors brougbt to end, 
Witb tbeir two daraes in joyance spend 
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YOLAND WITH THE YELLOW HAIR. 17 

Tlie blue June hours ; Sir Agravaine 

Witb Dame Laurell along the main 

Seeks bis new bome ; and Pelleas 

SIts smiling calm in balls of glass 

At Niraue's knees. Good knigbts be tbese 

Because tbej bave tbeir bearts at ease, 

Because tbeir lives and loves are joined : 

0, if two bearts in one life were, 

Wbat life were tbat ! . . . Gbd, let me find 

Fair Yoland witb tbe yellow bair ! 

Mere life is vile. I may bave done 
Deeds not unwortby, and bave won 
Unwilling fame : tbougb all men blame 
Tbis beart's unrest wbieb makes me sbun 
Tbe calm content tbat good men take 
Prom good deeds done for good deeds' sake, 
Deeds tbat in doing of tbe deed * 
Do bless tbe doer, wbo sbould need 
No bliss beyond : but wbat to me 
Ts tbis, — tbat over land and sea 
My name sbould fly ? Or wbat care I, 
For tbe mere sake of climbing liigb, 
To ölimb forever steps tbat wind 
Up empty towers ? I only wear 
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18 FAVORITB POEMS. 

Life boUow thus, unless I find 
Fair Yoland with the yellow bair. 

Sometimes, whom I to free from wrong 

Have diagons fougbt, stränge iblk do tbrong 

About mj steed, and ligbtljr lead 

Mj borse and me, witb sbout and song. 

In bannered castle-courts ; and tbere 

Erom cbambers cool come dames most fair« 

Wbose forma as tbrougb a cloud I see ; 

Wbose voiees seem far off to be ; 

Tbougb near tbey stand, and bid me rest 

Awbile witlün, wbere, ricbly drest. 

In Order stored, witb goblets poured, 

I see tbe sparkling banquet-board ; 

But far from tbese is all my mind, 

Tor ..." Wbat if foes, wbom I must scare. 

In noisomö den now seek to bind 

Fair Yoland witb tbe yellow bair P " 

In deepest dark, wben no moon sbines 
Througb tbe blind nigbt on tbe bkck pines 
Witb bony boughs, if I, to drowse 
(As sometimes mere despair inclines 
A frame outwom), sbould slip from borse, 
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YOLAND WITH THE YELLOW HAIR. 19 

And lay me down along the gorse. 

In some cold bollow far away 

A little while, — albeit I pray 

Ere I lie down, — my dreams are drear : 

First comes a slowly-creeping fear, 

Like icy dew, tbat seems to glue 

My limbs to earth, and freeze tliem tbrougli; 

Tlien a long sliriek on a wild wind, 

And " 0," I tbink, " if bers it were. 

And I a murdered corpse sbould find 

Fair Yoland witb tbe yellow bair ! *' 

Sometimes 'neatb droppiug wbite rose-leaves 
I ride, and nnder gilded eaves 
Of garden bowers wbere, plucking flowers, 
Witb scarlet skirts and stiff gold sleeves, 
Between green walls, and two by two, 
Kings' daugbters walk, wbilst just a few 
Eaint barps make music mild, tbat falls 
Like mist from off tbe ivied walls 
Along tbe sultry corn, and stirs 
Tbe bearts of tbe far-off barvesters ; 
Tben, on tbe brink of bope, I sbrink 
Witb sliuddering stränge, tbe wbile I tbink, 
" O, wbat if, after body and mind 
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;ü FAVORITE POEMS. 

Consumed iu toil, and all my care, 
Not a corpse, but a bride, I find 
Fair Yoland witb the yellow bair P " 

But wben at nigbt's most lonely noon, 
Tbe gbost of au ill-buried moon 
Frets in tbe sbroud of a cold cloud. 
And, like tbe ecbo of a tune, 
Witbm mine ear tbe sileuce makes 
A yearning sound tbat tbrobs and acbes, 
A wbisper sigbs ..." Tlie grave is deep, 
There is no better tbing tbau sleep. 
Life's fever speeds its own decease, 
Let tbe mole work : be tbou at peace." 
Yet wby sbould tbis fair eartb, wbicb is 
So fair, so fit to furnisb bliss, 
Prove a mere failure, — stuff designed 
By Hope to clotbe ber foe Despair ? 
And wbence, if vain, tliis need to find 
Fair Yoland witb tbe yellow bair ? 

Tbis grieving after unknown good, 
Tbougb but a sickness in tbe blood, 
Cries from tliedust. And God is just. 
No rock denies tbe raveu food. 
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TOLAND WITH THE YELLOW HAIR. 21 

Tor wbü would torture, night by night, 
Some starying creature with the sight 
Of banquets fair with plenty spread, 
Then mock ..." crawl empty thou to bed. 
And dream of viands not for thee f *' 
Yet night by night, dear God, to me. 
In wake or sleep, such visions creep 
To gnaw my heart with hunger deep. 
How can I meet dull death, resigned 
To die the fool of dreams so fair ? 
Nay, love hath seen, and life shall find, 
Tair Yoland with the yellow hair ! 

Good Pilgrim, to whatever shrine, 
With whatsoever vows of thine, 
Thou wendest, stay ! I charge thee, pray 
That God may bless this quest of miue. 
Sweet niaidens, whom from losel hands 
Mine own have freed — in many lands, ' 
I bid you each, when ye shall be 
With your good knights, remember me ! 
And wish me well, — that some day I 
May find fair Yoland ; eise I die 
In love's defeat. To die were sweet, 
If, dying, I might clasp her feet. 
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22 FAVORITE POEMS. 

Deatb comes at last to all mankind ; 
Yet ere I die, I know not where, 
I know not how, but I must find 
Fair Yoland witü tlie yellow liair. 



MADAME IiA MABQUISE. 



HE folds of her wine-dark violet dress 

Glow over the sofa, fall on fall, 
As she sits in tbe air of her loveliness 
With a smile for each and for all. 

Half of her exquisite face in tbe shade 

Wbich o'er it tbe screen in her soft band 
flings : 
Tbrough tbe gloom glows her bair in its odor- 
ous braid : 
In tbe fireligbt are sparkling her rings. 

As sbe leans, — tbe slow smile half sbut up in 
her eyes 
Beams the sleepy, long, silk-soft lashes be- 
neath ; 
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MADAME LA MARQUISB. 23 

Tbrough her crimson lips, stirred by her faint 
replies, 
Breaks oiie gleam of her pearl-white teeth. 

As she leaus, — where your eye, by her beauty 
subdued, 
Droops — from uuder warm friiiges of broi- 
dery white 
The sHghtest of feet — silken-slippered, pro- 
trude, 
For one moment, then slip out of sight. 

As I bend o'er her bosom, to teil her the news, 
The faint scent of her hair, the approach of 
her cheek, • 
The vague warmth of her breath, all my senses 
suifuse 
With HERSELF : and I tremble to speak. 

So she sits in the curtained, luxurious light 
Of that room, with its porcelain, aud pic- 
tures, and flowers, 
When the dark day *s half done, and the snow 
flutters white. 
Fast the Windows in feathery showers. 
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24 FAVORITB POEMS. 

All witbout is 80 cold, — 'neath tbe low leaden 
sky! 
Down tbe bald, empty street, like a gbost, 
tbe geudarme 
Stalks surly : a distant carriage bums by : — 
All witbin is so brigbt and so warm ! 

Here we talk of tbe scbemes and tbe scandals 
of court, 
How tbe courtesan pusbes: tbe cbarlatan 
tbrives : 
We put boms on tbe beads of our friends, just 
for Sport : 
Put intrigues in tbe beads of tbeir wives. 

Her warm band, at parting, so strangely tbrillcd 
mine, 
Tbat at dinner I scarcely remark wbat tbey 
say,— 
Drop tbe ice in my soup, spill tbe salt in my 
wine, 
Tben go yawn at my favorite play. 

But sbe drives after noon : — tben 's tbe time 
to bebold ber, 
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HAPAUE LA HARQinSE. 25 

With her fair face half hid, like a ripe peep- 

ing rose, 
'Neath that veil, — o'er the velvets and fars 

which infold her, 
Leauing back with a queenly repose, — 

As she glides up the sunlight ! . . . You 'd say 
she was made 
To loll back in a carriage, all daj, with a 
smile, 
And at dusk, on a sofa, to lean in the shade 
Of soft lamps, and be wooed for a while. 

Coiüd we find out her heart through that vdvet 
and lace ! 
Can it beat without ruffling her sumptuoos 
dress? 
She will show us her Shoulder, her bosom, her 
face; 
But what the heart 's like, we must guess- 

With live women and men to be found in the 
World — 
(Live with sorrow and sin, — live with paiq 
and with passion, — ) 
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26 PAVORITE POEMS. 

Who could live witL a doli, thougL its locks 
should be curled. 
And its Petticoats trimmed in tbe fashion ? 

'T is so fair ! . . . would my bite, if I bit it, 

draw blood ? 

Will it cry if I hurt it ? or scold if I kiss ? 

Is it made, with its beauty, of wax or of 

wood? 

. . . Is it worth while to guess at all this ? 



CHANOES. 



HOM first we love, you know, we sel- 
dom wed. 
Time rules us all. And Life, indeed, 
is not 
The tbing we planned it out ere hope was 
dead. 
And then, we women cannot choose our lot. 

Much must be borne which it is hard to bear : 
Much given away which it were sweet to 
keep. 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



CHANGES. 27 

God lielp US all ! wbo need, indeed, liis cai*e. 
And yet, I know, tlie Shepherd loves bis 



My little boy begins to babble now 

üpon niy knee bis earliest infant prayer. 

He has bis fatber's eager eyes, I know. 
And tbey say, too, bis motber's sunny bair. 

But wben be sleeps and smiles upon my knee, 
And I can feel bis ligbt breath come and go, 

I tbink of one (Heaven belp and pity me !) 
Wbo loved me, and wbom I loved, long ago. 

Wbo migbt bave been ... ab, wbat I dare not 
tbink ! 

We all are cbanged. God judges for us best. 
God belp US do our duty, and not sbrink, 

And trust in beaven bumbly for tbe rest. 

But blame us women not, if some appear 

Toocold at tinies; and some too gayand ligbt. 
Some griefs gnaw deep. Some woes are bard 
to bear. 
Wbo knows tbe Past? and wbo canjudge 
US rigbt? 
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28 PAVORITB POEMS. 

Ah, were we judged by wbat we niight Lave 
been, 
And not by what we are, too apt to fall ! 
My little child — be sleeps and smiles between 
These thoughts and me. In heaven we sbull 
know all 1 



AT HOME DUBING THE BAI<I<. 



IS bard upon the dawn, and yet 
Sbe comcs not from the Ball. 
Tbe night is cold, and bleak, and wet^ 
And the snow lies over all. 



I praised her with her diamonds on : — 
And, as she went, she sniiled. 

And yet I sighed, when she was gone, 
Above our sleeping child. 

And all night long, as soft and slow 

As falls the falling rain, 
The thoughts of days gone long ago 

Have filled my beart again. 
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AT HOME DÜBING THB BALL. 29 

Once more I hear tlie Rlüne rush down, 

(I liear it in my uiiud ! ) 
Ouce more, about tlie sleepiug town, 

The lamps wink in the wind. 

Tlie narrow, silent street I pass ; 

The liouse stauds o'er the river ; 
A light is at the casement-glass, 

That leads my soul forever. 

I feel mj way along the gloom, 
Stair after stair, I push tlie door : 

I find no change within the room. 
And all things as of yore. 

One little room was all we had 

For June and for December. 
The World is wide, but O how sad 

It seems, when'I remember I 

The cage with the canary-bird 

Hangs in the window still : 
The small red rose-tree is not stirred 

üpon the window-sill. 
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30 FAVORITE POEMS. 

Wide open her piano Stands ; 

— That soug I made to ease 

A passiijg pain wliile her soft bands 
Went faintly o'er tbe kejs ! 

The fire within the stove burns down ; 

The light is dying fast. 
How dear is all it shmes upon, 

That firelight of the Past ! 

No sound ! the drowsy Dutcb-clock ticks. 

0, how should I forget 
The slender ebon crucifix, 

That by her bed is set P 

Her little bed is white as snow, — 

How dear that little bed ! 
Sweet dreams about the curtains go. 

And whisper ronnd her head. 

That gentle head sleeps o'er her arm, 

— Sleeps all its soft brown hair : 

And those dear clothes of hei*s, yet warm, 
Droop open on the chair. 
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AT HOME DÜRING THE BALL. 31 

Yet warm the snowy petticoal! 

The (laiuty corset too ! « 
How warm tbe ribbon from her throat, 

Aud warm each little shoe ! 

Lie soft, dear arm upon the pillow ! 

Sleep, foolisb little head ! 
Ah, well she sleeps I I know the willow 

That curtaius her cold bed. — 

Siüce last I trod that silent street 

'T IS mauy a year ago : 
And, if I ihere could set ray feet 

Once more, I do uot know 

If I should find it where it was, 

That house upon the river : 
But the light that lit the casement-glass 

1 know is dark forever. 

Hark ! wheels below, . . . my lady*s knock ! 

— Earewell, the old romance ! — 
Well, dear, you 're late — past four o'clock ! — 

How often did you dance ? 
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Not cooler from the crowning waltz, 
She takes my half |Le pillow. — 

Well, — :.well ! — the womeu free from (aults 
H^ve beds below the wLlow ! 



ADIEU, MiaNONNE, MA BEI.I.E. 

^DIEÜ, Mignonne, ma belle . . . when 
ll you are gone, 

-• Vague thoughts of you will waiider. 



searching love 
Through this dim heart : through thiy dim room, 
Mignonue, 
Vague fragrance from your hair and dress 
will move. 

How will you think of this poor heart to-raor- 
row, 
This poor fond heart with all its joy in you ? 
Which you were faiu to lean on, onee, in sor- 
row, 
Though now you bid it such a light adieu. 
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ADIEU, MIGNONNE^ MA BELLE. 33 

You '11 sing perchance ..." I passed a night 
of dreams 
Once, in an old Inn's old worm-eateji bed. 
Passing on life's highway. How stränge it 
seems, 
That nevermore I there shall lean my head ! " 

Adieu, Mignonne, adieu, Mignonne, ma belle! 

Ab, little witch, our greeting was so gay, • 
Our love so painless, who'd bave tbought 
"Farewell" 

Cüuld ever be so sad a word to say ? 

I leave a thousand fond farewells with you : 
Sorae for your red wet lips, whieb were so 
sweet : 

Some for your darling eyes, so dear, so blue : 
Some for your wicked, wanton little feet : 

But for your little beart, not yet awake, — 
What can I leave your little beart, Mign- 
onne? 
It seems so fast asleep, I fear to break 

The poor thing's slumber. Let it still 
sleep on ! 
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THE CHESS-BOABD. 



||Y little love, do you remember, 

Ere we were grown so sadly wise, 
-Those evenings in the bleak Decem- 
ber, 
Curtained warm from the snowy weatber, 
.When you and I played cliess togetber, 
Checkmated by each other's eyes ? 
Ah, still I see your soft white band 
Hovering warm o'er Queen aud Knight. 

Brave Pawns in valiant battle stand. 
The double Castles guard the wings : 
The Bishop, bent on distant things, 
Moves, sidHug through the fight. 
Our fingers touch ; our glances meet. 
And falter ; falls your golden hair 
Against my cheek ; your bosoin sweet 
Is heaving. Down the field, your Queen 
Rides slow her soldiery aW between. 
And cliecks nie unaware. 
Ah me ! the little battle 's done, 
Disperst is all its chivalry ; 
Füll many a move, since then, have we 
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Mid life's perplexing checkers made, 
And many a game with Fortune played, 

Wliat is it we have won ? 

Tliis, tbis at least — if tliis alone ; — 
That never, never, never more, 
As in those old still niglits of yore 

(Ere we were grown so sadly wise), 

Can you and I slmt out tbe skies, 
Slmt out the world, and wintry weatlier, 

And, eyes exchanging warmth with eyes, 
Play chess, as then we played togetber ! 



THE PORTBAIT. 

]IDNIGHT past! Not a sound of 
augbt 
SSe™w!J Tlirough the silent house, but tbe 

wind at bis prayers. 
I sat by tbe dying fire, and tbougbt 
Of tbe dear dead woman upstairs. 

A night of tears ! for tbe gusty rain 

Had ceased, but the eaves were drippingyet; 
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And tbe moon looked fortb, as thougli iu puiu, 
With her face all white aud wet : 

Nobody witli me, my watcli to keep, 
But the friend of my bosom, tbe man I love ; 

And grief had sent bim fast to sleep 
In tbe Chamber up above. 

Nobody eise, in tbe country place 
All round, tbat kuew of my loss beside, 

But tbe good young Priest with tbe Raj)bael- 
face, 
Wbo confessed her wheu sbe died. 

Tbat good young Priest is of gentle nerve, 
And my grief bad moved bim beyond con- 
trol; 

For bis lip grew white, as I could observe, 
When he speeded her parting soul. 

I sat by tbe dreary bearth alone ; 

I tbougbt of tbe pleasant days of yore ; 
I said " Tbe staff of my love is gone, 

Tbe woman I loved is no more. 

" On her cold, dead bosom my portrait lies, 
Which next to her heart sbe used to wear 
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Haunting it o'er with her teuder eyes 
Wben my own face was not there. 

" It is set all round with rubies red. 
And pearls which a Peri inight have kept. 

For eacli ruby there my heart hath bled ; 
For each pearl my eyes have wept." 

And I Said — " The thing is precious to me : 
They will bury her soon in the churchyai-d 
clay ; 

It lies on her heart, and lost must be, 
If I do not take it away." 

I lighted my lamp at the dying flame, 

And crept up the stairs that creaked for 
fright, 

Till into the Chamber of death I came, 
Where she lay all in white. 

The moon shone over her winding-sheet. 

There, stark she lay on her carven bed ; 
Seven burning tapers about her feet, 

And seven about her head. 

As I stretched my band, I held my breath ; 
I turued as I drew the curtaius apart ; 
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I dared not look on the face of death ; 
I knew wliere to find her heart. 

I thougbt, at first, as my toucli feil there, 
It had warmed that beart to Hfe witli love ; 

For tbe tbing I toucbed was warm, I swear. 
And I could feel it move. 

'T was tbe band of a man, tbat was moviiig 
slow 
0*er tbe beart of tbe dead, — from tbe otlier 
side : 
And at once tbe sweat broke over my brow, 
" Wbo is robbing the corpse ? " I cried. 

Opposite me, by tbe tapers' ligbt, 
The friend of my bosom, tbe man I loved, 

Stood over tbe corpse, and all as white, 
And neither of us moved. 

"What do you here, my f riend P " . . . The 
man 

Looked first at me and tben at the dead. 
" There is a portrait here," he began. 

" There is. It is mine," I said. 
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Said the friend of my bosom, "Yours, no 
doubt, 

Tlie Portrait was, tili a month ago, 
Wlieu this suffering angel took tbat out. 

And placed mine there, 1 know." 

" Tbis woman, sbe loved me well," said I. 

" A niontb ago," said m j friend to me. 
** And in your tbroat," I groaned, " you lie ! " 

He answered ..." Let us see." 

" Enougb ! " I returued, " let tbe dead deeide ; 

And wbosesoever tbe portrait prove, 
His sball it be, wlien tbe cause is tried, 

Wbere.Deatb is arraigned by Love." 

We found tbe portrait tbere in its place : 
We opeued it by tbe tapers* sbine: 

Tbe gems were all uncbauged : tbe face 
Was — ueitber bis nor mine. 

" One uail drives out anotber, at least ! 

Tbe face of tbe portrait tbere," I cried, 
"Is our friend's, tbe Bapbael-faced young 
Priest 

Wbo confessed ber wben sbe died." 
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Tbe setting is all of rubies red. 

And pearls whicli a Peri miglit liave kept. 
For each ruby tbere my beart hath bled ; 

For eacb pearl my eyes bave wept. 



AU CAPE * * * 



PARTY of friends, all ligbt-hearted 

and gay, 
At a certain Frencli caf6, where every 
one goes, 
Are met, in a well-curtaiiied warm cabinet, 
Overlooking a street tbere, wbicb every one 
knows. 

Tbe guests are, tbree ladies well known and 
admired : 
One adorns tbe Lyrique ; one ... I oft 
bave belield ber 
At tbe Vaudeville, witb raptures; tbe tbird 
lives retired 
" Dans ses meubles "... (we all know ber 
bouse) . . . E,ue de Helder. 
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B.'sides these is a fourth . . . a young Eiiglisli- 
maD, lately 
Preseuted tlie round of the clubs in tbe town. 
A tacitura Anglican coldness sedately 

Invests Lim : untliawed by Ciarisse, he sits 
down. 

Bat little he speaks, and but rarely he shares 
In the laughter around him ; his smiles are 
but few ; 
There 's a sneer in the look that his count«- 
nance wears 
In repose, and fatigue in the eyes' weary blue. 

The rest are three Frenchmen. Three French- 
men (thank Heaven !) 
Are but rarely morose, with Champagne and 
Bordeaux ; 
And their wit and their laughter suffices to 
leaven 
With mirth their mute guest*s imitation of 
snow. 

Tlie dinner is done : the Lafitte in its basket, 
The Champagne in its cooler, is passed in 
gay huste ; 
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Wliatever you wisli for, you bave but to ask it : 
Here are coffee, cigars, and liqueurs to your 
taste. 

And forth from tlie bottles the corks fly ; and 
chilly, 
The bright wine, in bubbliiig and blushing, 
confounds 
II s warmtli with the ice that it seethes round : 
and shrilly 
(Till stifled by kisses) the laughter resounds. 

Strike, strike the piano, beat loud at the wall ! 

Let wealthy old Lycus with jealousy groan 
Next door, while fair Chloris responds to the 
call, 

Too fair to be supping with Lycus alone.* 

Ciarisse, with a smile, has subsided, opprest, — 
Half, perhaps, by Champagne . . . half, per- 
haps, by affection, — 



• " Audeat invidns 
Dementem strepitum Lycns 
Et vicina seni noa habilis Lyco." 

HORACB. 
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lu tlie arms of the tacituni, cold English guest 
Witb, just rising athwart her imperial com- 
plexion, 

One iinge tbat yoang Eviau himself miglit 
liave kist 
Erom tbe fairest of Mseuads Uiat danced in 
]iis troop ; 
And lier deep liair, unloosed from its sumptu- 
oiis twist, 
Oversliowering ber throat and her bosom 
a-droop. 

Tlie soft snowy tbroat, and the round, dimpled 
chin, 
Upturned from tbe arm-fold where hangs 
tlie rieh head ! 
And tlie warm ups apart, while tbe white lids 
beein 
To close over the dark languid eyes which 
they sliade I 

And next to Ciarisse (with her wild hair all wet 
From tlie wine, in whose blush its faint 
firefly gold 
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Slie was steeping just now), tbe blue-eyed 
Juliette 
Is murmurmg ber witty bad tbingsto Arnold. 

Cries Arnold to tlie dumb Englisb guest ... 
" Moti amiy 
Wliat 's tbe matter ? . . . you can't sing . . . 
well, speak, then, at least : 
More grave, bad a man seen a gbost, could 
be be P 
Mais quel droh defarceur / . . . comme il a le 
vin triste ! " 

And says Cbarles to Eugene (vainly seeking 
to borrow 
Ideas from a yawn) . - . " At tbe clujb tbere 
are tbree of us 
Witb tbe Duke, and we play lansquenet tili 
to-morrow : 
I am off on tbe spur . . . wbat say you ? ,,, 
will you be of US P " 

*^ Mon en/anf, tu me boudes ...tu me öoudes, 
ckeri," 
Sigbs tbe soft Celestiue on tbe breast of 
Eugene 5 
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" Äh bah ! ne mefais pas poser, mon amie" 
Laughs her lover, and lifts to his lips — the 
Champagne. 

And loud from the bottles the corks fly ; and 
chilly 
The wiuegurgles up to its fine crystal bounds. 
While Charles roUs his paper cigars round, 
bow shrilly 
(Till kist out) the laughter of Juliette re- 
souuds ! 

Strike, strike the piano ! beat loud at the wall ! 

Let wealthy old Lycus with jealousy groan 
Next door, while fair Chloris respouds to the 
call, 

Too fair to be supping with Lycus alone. 

There is Celestine singiug; and Eugene is 
swearing. — 
In the midst of the laughter, the oaths, and 
the songs, 
Falls a knock at the door : but there 's nobody 
hearing ; 
Each, uuinterrupted, the revel prolongs. 
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Said I, . . . " nobody liearing? "... one only ; — 
tbe guest, 
Tlie morose Eiiglish stranger, so dall to tbe 
cbarms 
Of Ciarisse, and Juliette, Celestine, and tbe rest ; 
Wbo sits, cold as a stone, witb a girl iu bis 
arms. 

Once, twice, and tbree times be has beard it 
repeated ; 
And louder and fiercer eacb time tbe souud 
falls. 
And bis cbeek is deatb-pale, mid tbe, otbers 
so beated ; 
Tbere *s a step at tbe door, too, bis fauej 
recalls. 

And be rises . . . (just so anautomaton rises, — 

Some man of mecbanics made up, — tbat 

must move 

In tbe way tbat tbe wbeel moves witbin bim ; 

— tbere lies bis 

Sole patb fixt before bim, below and above). 

He rises . . . and, scarcely a glance Casting on 
ber, 
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Flings from him tbe beauty asleep on bis 
Shoulder ; 
Charles Springs to his feet; Eugene mutters 
of honor ; 
But there *s that in the stranger that awes 
each beholder. 

For tbe hue on bis cbeek it is whiter than 
whiteness : 
Tbe bair creeps on bis bead like a stränge 
living thing. 
Tbe lamp o'er tbe table bas lost half its bright- 
ness; 
Juliette cannot laugb ; Celestine cannot sing. 

He bas opened tbe door in a silence unbroken : 
And tbe gaze of all eyes wbere he Stands is 
fixt wholly : 
Not a band is there raised ; not a word is 
there spoken: 
He bas opened tbe door ; . . . and there comes 
througb it slowly 

A woman, as pale as a dame on a tombstone, 
With desolate violet eyes, open wide ; 
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Her look, as slie turns it, turns all in tbe room 
stone : 
She sits down on the sofa^the stranger beside. 

Her hair is as yellow as moonlight on water 
Which stones in some eddy torment into 
waves ; 
Her Ups are as red as new blood spllt in 
slaughter ; 
Her cbeek like a gbost's seen by nigbt o'er 
the graves. 

Her place by the tacitum guest she has taken ; 
And the glass at her side she has fiUed witb 
Champagne. 
As she bows o'er the board, all tbe revellers 
awaken. 
She has pledgsd her mnte friend, and she 
fills up again. 

Ciarisse has awaked, and with shrieks leaves 

the table. 
Juliette wakes, and faints in the arms of 

Arnold. 
And Charles and Eugene, with wbat speed they 

are able, 
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Are off to tlie club, where tbis tale shall be 
told. 

Celestine for her brougbam, on tlie stairs, was 
appealing, 
With hysterical sobs, to tbe surly concierget 
WÜen a ray through the doorway stole to ber, 
revealing 
A sight that soon changed her appeal to " La 
viergey 

All tbe light-bearted friends from the Chamber 
are fled, 
And tbe cafe itself has grown silent by this. 
From the dark street below you caa scarce 
bear a tread, 
Save tbe gendarme's, who reigns there as 
gloomy as Dis. 

Tbe sbadow of night is beginning to flit ; 
Tbrougb .tbe gray window sbimmers tbe 
motionless town. 
Tlie gliost and the sfransfer, togetbev they sit 
Side by side at tbe table, — tbe place is tbeir 
own. 
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They nod and cliange glances, tliat pale man 
and woman ; 
For tbej botk are well-known to eack otker: 
and tken, 
Some gbosts have a look tkat's so horribly 
human. 
In tbe Street you migbt meet tkem, and take 
tbem for men. 

"Tbou art cbanged, my heloved! and tbe 
lines bave grown stronger. 
And tbe curls bave growu scanter, tbat nieet 
on tliy brow. 
Ab, faitliless! and dost thou remember no 
longer 
The hour of thy passion, tbe words of tliy 
vowP 

" Tliy kiss, on my Ups, is buming forever ! 

I cannot sleep calm, for my bed is so cold. 
Embrace me ! close . . . closer . . . O let us part 
never. 

And let all be again as it once was of old 1 " 

So she murmurs repiningly ever. Her breath 
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Lifts bis hair like a niglit-wind in winter. 
And he, . . . 
" Thy hand, O Irene, is icj as deatli, 
But thy face is unehanged in its beauty to 
me." 

"'Tis so cold, my beloved one, down there, 
and so drear." 
** Ä.h, thy sweet voiee, Irene, sounds hollow 
and stränge ! " 
" 'T is the chiUs of the grave that have changed 
it, I fear : 
But the voiee of my heart there 's no chill 
that can change." 

" Ha ! thy pale cheek is fluslit with a heat like 
my own. 
Is it breath, is it flame, on thy lips that is 
buming P 
Ha ! thy heart flutters wild, as of old, 'ueath 
thy Zone. 
And those cold eyes of thine fiU with pas- 
sionate yearning." 

Thus, embracing each other, they bend and 
they waver, 
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And, laughing and weeping, converse. The 
pale gliost, 
As the wine warms tlie graveworm witbin her, 
grown braver, 
Eills her glass to the brim, and proposes a 
toast. 

" Here 's a health to the glowworm, Death's 
sober lamplighter, 
That saves from tlie darkness below the 
gravestone, 
The tomb's pallid pictures, — the sadder the 
brighter ; 
Shapes of beauty each stony-eyed corpse 
there hath known : 

** Mere rough sketches of life, where a glimpse 
goes for all, 
Which the Master keeps (all the rest let the 
World have !) 
Bat though ouly rough-scrawled on the blank 
charnel wall, 
Is their truth the less sharp, that 't is 
sheathed in the graveP 

" Here 's to Love ... the prime passion . . . the 
harp that we sung to 
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lü the Orient of youth, in the days pure of 

pain ; 
The cup tbat we quaffed in: the stirrup we 

Sprung to. 
So light, ere the journey was made, — and 

in vain ! 

** O the life that we lived once ! the beauty so 
fair once! 
Let them gol wherefore weep for what 
tears could not save ? 
What old trick sets us aping the fools that we 
were once, 
And tickles our brains even under the grave ? 

"There's a small stinging worm which the 
grave ever breeds 
Erom the folds of the shroud that around us 
is spread : 
There 's a little blind maggot that revels and 
feeds 
On the life of tlie living, the sleep of the dead. 

" To our friends "... I But the fuU flood of 
dawn through the pane, 
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Having slowly roUed dowu the huge street 

there unheard 
(Wbile the great, uew, blue sky, o'er the white 

Madelaine 
Was wide opening itself), from her lip waslied 

the Word ; 

Washed her face faint and fainter; while, 
dimmer and dimnier. 
In its seat, the pale form flickered out liko a 
flame, 
As broader, and brighter, and f aller, the glim- 
mer 
Of day through the heat-clouded wiudow 
became. 

And the day mounts apace. Some one opens 
the door. 
In shuffles a waiter with sleepy red eyes : 
He Stares at the cushions flung loose on the 
floor, 
On the bottles, the glasses, the plates, witU 
surprise. 

Stranger still ! he sees seated a man at the table, 
With his head on his hands : in a slumber he 
seems, 
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So wild, aud so stränge, be no longer is able 
In sileuce to thrid ilirough the patb of bis 
dreams. 

For be moans, and be mntters : be moves and 
be motions : 
To tbe dream tbat be dreams o'er bis wine- 
cijp lie pledges. 
And bis sigiis sound, tbrougb sleep, like speut 
winds over ocean's 
Last verge, wbere the world bides its outer- 
most edges. 

Tbe gas-lamp falls sick in tbe tube : and so, 
dying, 
To the fumes of spilt wine, and cigars but 
Iialf-smoked, 
Adds tbe stencb of its last gasp : cbairs broken 
are lying 
All about o'er tbe carpet stained, littered, 
and soaked. 

A toucb Starts tbe sleeper. He wakes. It is 
day. 
And tbe beam tbat dispels all tbe pbantoms 
of nigbt 
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Through tlie room seuds its kindlj and com- 
forting ray : 
The streets are new-peopled : the rooming 
is bright. 

And tlie city 's so fair ! and the dawn breaks 
so brightly ! 
. With gay flowers in the market, gay girls in 
the street. 
Whate'er the stränge beings that visifc us 
nightly, 
When Paris awakes, frora her smile they re- 
treat. 

I myself have, at moming, beheld them depart- 

ing; 
Some in masks, and in dominos, footing it on ; 
Some like imps, some like fairies ; at cockcrow 
all startinGr, 
And speedily flitting from sight one by one. 

And that wonderful night-flower, Memory, 

that, tearful, 

Unbosoms to darkness her heart füll of dew, 

Folds her leaves round again, and from day 

shrinks np fearful 

In the cleft of her ruin, the shade of her yew. 
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Tbis broad dayliglit life 's stränge enougb : 
and wberever 
We wander, or walk ; in tbe club, in tbe 
streets ; 
Not a straw on tbe ground is too trivial to sever 
Eaeb man in tbe crowd from tbe otbers be 
meets. 

Eaeb walks witb a spy or a jailer bebind bim 
(Some Word be bas spoken, some deed be 
bas done ) ; 
And tbe step, now and tben, quickens, just to 
remind bim, 
In tbe crowd, in tbe sun, tbat be is not alone. 

But *t is bard, wbere by lampligbt, mid laugli- 
ter and songs too, 
Those return, . . . we bave buried, and 
moumed for, and prayed for. 
And done witb . . . and, free of tbe grave it 
belongs to, 
Some gbost drinks your bealtb in tbe wine 
you bave paid for. 

Wreatbe tbe rose, Young Man; pour tbe 
wine. Wbat tbou bast 
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That enjoy all the days of tliy youtli. Spare 

tbou naugbt. 
Yet beware ! . . .• at the board sits a gbost — 

't is tbe Past ; 
In thy beart lurks a weird Necromancer — 

'tisTbougbt. 



THE LAST TIME THAT I MET IiADY 
RUTH. 

'HERE are some tbings bard to under- 
staiid. 
O belp me, my God, to trust in llieel 
But I never sliall forget her soft wbite band. 
And ber eyes wben sbe looked at me. 



It is bard to pray tbe very same prayer 
Wbicb once at our motber's knee we 
prayed — 

Wben, wbere we tmsted onr wbole beart, tbere 
Our trust liatb been betrayed. 

I swear tbat tbe milk -wbite muslin so bgbt 
On ber virgin breast, wbere it lay demure, 
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Seemed to be touclit to a purer white 
Bj tlie toucb üf a breast so pure. 

I deeined her tbe one thing undefiled 
By tbe air we breathe in a world of sin : 

The truest, the tenderest, purest child 
A man ever trusted in ! 

When she blamed me (she, with her fair child's 
face!) 

That never with her to the Church I weut 
To partake of the Gospel of truth and grace, 

And the Christian sacranient. 

And I Said I would go for her own sweet sake, 
Though it was but herseif I should worship 
there, 

How that happy child's face strove to take 
On its dimples a serious air ! 

I remember the chair she would set for me, 
By the flowers, when all the house was gone 

To drive in the Park, and I and she 
Were left to be happy alone. 
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Tbere she leaned her head ou niy knees, my 
Rutb, 
Witb the primrose loose in her half-closed 
hands : 
And I told her tales of my wandering youth 
In the far fair foreign lauda. — 

Tbe last time I met ber was bere in town, 
At a fancy ball at tbe Ducbess of D., 

On tbe stairs, wbere ber busbaud was banding 
ber down« 
— Tbere we met, and sbe talked to me. 

S!ie, witb powder in bair, and patcb on cbin. 
And I, in tbe garb of a pilgrim Priest, 

And between us botb, witbout and witbin, 
A bundred years at least ! 

We talked of tbe House, and tbe late long rains. 
And tbe crusb at tbe Frencb Ambassador's 
ball, 

And . . . well, I bave not blown out my brains. 
You see I can laugb. Tbat is all. 
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►]T Paris it was, at tbe Opera there ; — 
And she looked like a queeu iu a 
book that night, 
With the wreath of pearl in her raven hair. 
And the brooeh on her breast, so bright. 

Of all the operas that Verdi wrote, 

The best, to my taste, is the Trovatore : 

Aiid Mario can soothe with a tenor note 
The souls in Purgatory. 

The moon on the tower slept soft as snow : 
And who was not thrilled in the strängest 
way, 

As we heard him sing, while the gas bumed low, 
" Non ti scordar di nie " P 

The Emperor there, in his box of state, 
Looked grave, as if he had just then seen 

Tlje red flag wave from the city gate, 
Where his eagles in bronze had been. 
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The Empress, too, had a tear in her eye. 

You 'd bave said tbat her fancj had gone 
back again, 
For one moment, under the old blue sky, 

To tbe old glad life in Spain. 

Well ! tbere in our front-row box we sat 
Togetber, my bride betrotbed and I ; 

My gaze was fixed on my opera-bat. 
And bers on tbe stage bard by. 

And botb were silent, and botb were sad. 

Like a queen, sbe leaned on ber füll wbite 
arm, 
Witb tbat regal, indolent air sbe bad ; 

So confident of ber cbarm ! 

I bave not a doubt sbe was tbinking tben 
Of ber former lord, good soul tbat be was ! 

Wbo died tbe riebest and roundest of men» 
Tbe Marquis of Carabas. 

I bope tbat, to get to tbe kingdom of beayen, 
Tbrougb a needle*s eye he had not to pass ; 

I wisli bim well, for tbe jointure given 
To my lady of Carabas. 
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Meanwhile, I was tliinking of my first love, 
As I had not beeu tliinking of auglit for 
years, 

Till over my eyes there began to move 
Something that feit like tears. 

I tboaght of the dress tbat sbe wore last time, 
Wben we stood, 'ueatb tbe cypress-trees, 
together. 

In tbat lost laud, in tbat soft clime. 
In tbe erimson eveniug weatber : 

Of tbat muslin dress (for tbe eve was bot). 
And ber warm wbite neck in its golden cbain, 

And ber füll soft bair, just tied in a knot> 
And falling loose again : 

And tbe jasmin-flower in ber fair yonng breast : 
(O tbe faiut, sweet smell of tbat jasmin- 
flower !) 

And tbe one bird singing alone to bis nest : 
And tbe one star over tbe tower. 

I tbougbt of our little quaiTels and strife, 
And tbe letter tbat brongbt me back ray ring. 
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And it all seemed then, iu the waste of life. 
Such a very little thing ! 

For I thought of her grave below the hill, 
Which the sentiuel cypress-tree Stands over. 

And I thought ..." Were she only living still, 
How I could forgive her and love her ! '* 

And I swear, as I thought of her thus, in that 
hour, 

And of how, after all, old things were best, 
That I smelt the smell of tliat jasrain-flower 

Which she used to wear in her breast. 

It smelt so faint, and it smelt so sweet, 
It made me creep, and it made me cold ! 

Like the scent that steals from the crumbling 
sheet 
Where a mummy is half unrolled. 

And I tumed, and looked. She was sitting 
there 

In a dim box, over the stage ; and drest 
In that muslin dress, with that fuU soft hair. 

And that Jasmin in her breast 1 
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I was liere : and slie was tbere : 

And the glittering horseshoe curred be- 
tween : — 
Prom my bride betrotbed, witb ber raven bair. 

And ber sumptuous, scornful mien, 

To my early love witb ber eyes downcast, 
And over ber primrose face tbe sliade 

(In sbort, from tbe Euture back to tbe Past), 
Tbere was but a step to be made. 

To my early love from my future bride 

One moment I looked. Tben I stole to tbe 
door, 

I traversed tbe passage ; and down at ber side, 
I was sitting, a moment more. 

My tbinking of ber, or tbe rausic*s strain, 
Or sometbing wbicb never will be exprest, 

Had brougbt ber back from tbe grave again, 
Witb the Jasmin in ber breast. 

Sbe is not dead, and sbe is not wed ! 

But sbe loves me now, and sbe loved me tben ! 
And tbe very first word tbat ber sweet lips said, 

My beart grew youtbful again. 
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The Marchioness there, of Carabas, 

Slie is wealthy, aud young, and handsome 
still; 

And but for her . . . well, we '11 let that pass, 
She may marry whomever she will. 

But I will raarry my own first love, 

With her primrose face, for old things are 
best ; 

And the flower in her bosom, I prize it above 
The brooch in my lady's breast. 

The World is fiUed with folly and sin. 

And Love must cling where it can, I say : 

For Beauty is easy enough to win; 
But one is n't loved every day. 

And I think, in the lives of most women and 
men, 
There 's a moment when all would go smooth 
and even, 
If only the dead could find out when 
To come back and be forgiven. 

But O tlie smell of that jasmin-flower I 
And O that music ! and the way 
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Tliat voice rang out from the donjou tower, 
Non ti scordar di me, 
Non ti scordar di nie ! 



THE LAST MESSAQE. 

^LING the lattice open. 

And the niusic plain you '11 haar; 
Lean out of the window, 
And you '11 see the laniplight clear. 

There, you see the palace 

Where the bridal is to-night. 
You may shut the window. 

Come here^ to the light. 

Take this portrait with you, 

Look well before you go. 
She can scarce be altered 

Since a year ago. 

Women's hearts change lightly, 
(Truth both trite and olden !) 

But blue eyes reraain blue ; 
Golden hair stays golden. 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



72 FAVORITE POEMS. 

Once I knew two sisters : 
One was dark and grave 

As tlie tomb ; oue radiant 
And chaugeful as the waye. 

Now away, friend, quickly 1 
Mix among the masks : 

Say you are the bride's friend, 
If the bridegroom asks. 

If the bride have dark hair. 

And an olive brow, 
Give her this gold bracelet ; — 

Conie and let me know. 

If the bride have bnght hair. 

And a brow of snow. 
In the great canal there 

Quick the portrait throw : 

And you *11 merely give her 
This poor faded flower. 

Thanks ! now leave your stylet 
With nie for an hour. 

You 're my friend : whatever 
I ask you now to do, 
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If the case were altered, 
I would do for you. 

And you '11 promise me, my mother 

Shall never miss her son, 
If anything should Lappen 

Before the night is done« 



THE NOVEL. 



ERE, I have a book at last — 
Sure," I thought, "to make you 
weep ! " 
But a careless glance you cast 
0*er its päges, half asleep. 

'T is a novel, — a romance 

(What you will), of youth, of home. 
And of brilliant days in France, 

And long moonlit nights in Rome. 

'T is a tale of tears and sins, 
Of love's glory and its gloom ; 
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In a ball-room it begins, 
Aud it ends beside a tomb ; 

There 's a little heroine too, 

Whom each chapter leaves more pale; 
And her ejes are dark aud blue 

Like the violet of the vale ; 

And her band is frail and fair ; 

Could you but have seen it lie 
O *er the convent death-bed, where 

Wept the nuns to watch her die, 

You, I think, had wept as well ; 

For the patience in her face 
(Where the dying sunbeam feil) 

Had such stränge heart-breaking grace. 

There 's a lover, eager, bold, 
Knocking at the convent gate : 

But that little band grows cold. 
And the lover knocks too late. 

There 's a high-bom lady stands 
At a golden mirror, pwale ; 
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Something makes her jewelled haiids 
Trerable, as she hears the tale 

Wlüch her maid (while weaving roses 
For the ball, through her dark hair) 

Mixed with other uews, discloses. 
O, to-night she will look fair ! 

There 's an old man, feeble-handed, 
Counting gold . . . " My son shall wed 

With the Princess, as I planned it, 
Now that little girl is dead." 

.There 's a young man, suUen, husht, 
By remorse and grief unmanned, 

With a withered primrose crusht 
In his hot and feverish band. 

There 's a broken-hearted woman, 

Haggard, desolate, and wild, 
Says ..." The world hath grown inhuman ! 

Bury me beside my cbild." 

And the little God of this world 
Hears them, laughing in his sleeve. 
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He is roaster still in bis world, 
There 's another, we believe. 

Of this history every part 

You have seen, yet did not heed it ; 
For 't is written in my beart, 

And you bave not learned to read it. 



1 L'ENTBESOI«. 

NE circle of all its golden bours 

Tbe flitting band of tbe Time-piece 
tbere, 

In its close wbite bower of cbina flowers, 
Hatb rounded unaware : 

While the fireligbt, flung from tbe flickering 
wall 

On tbe large and limpid mirror bebind, 
Hatb reddened and darkened down o'er all, 

As tbe fire itself declined. 

Sometbing of pleasure, and something of pain 
There lived in tbat sinking ligbt. Wbat 
isitP 
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Faces I uever sliall look at again^ 
In places you never will visit, 

Beyealed tbemselves in each faltering ember, 
While, under a palely wavering flame. 

Half of the years life aches to remember 
Reappeared, and died as thej came. 

To its dark Forever an hour hatli gone 
Since either you or I have spoken: 

Each of US might have been sittiug alone 
In a silence so unbroken. 

I never sball know what made me look up 
(In this cushioned chair so soft and deep, 

By the table where, over the empty cup, 
I was leaning, half asleep) 

To catch a gleam on the picture up there 
Of the Saint in the wilderness under the oak ; 

And a light on the brow of the bronze Voltaire^ 
Like the ghost of a cynical joke. 

To mark, in each violet, velvet fold 
Of the curfains that fall 'twixt room and 
room, 
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The dip and dance of tlie irianifold 
Shadows of rosj gloom. 

O'er tbe Rembrandt there — the Caracci liere — 
riutter warmly tlie ruddj and wavering 
blies ; 

And St. Antbony over bis book bas a leer 
At tbe little French beauty by Grenze. 

There, — tbe Leda, weigbed over her white 
swan's back, 
By tbe weight of her passionate kiss, ere it 
falls; 
O'er tbe ebony cabinet, glittering black 
Tbrougb its ivory cups and balls : 

Your scissors and tbimble, and work laid away, 
Witb its silks, in tbe scented rosewood box ; 

Tbe Journals, that teil trutb every day. 
And that novel of Paul de Kock's : 

Tbe flowers in tbe vase, witb their bells sbut 
close 
In a dream of tbe far green fields wbere tbey 
grew ; 
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The Cards of the visiting people and shows 
In that bowl with the sea-green hue. 

Tour shawl, with a queenly droop of its own. 
Hanging over the arm of the crimson chair : 

And, last, — yourself, as silent as stone. 
In a glow of the firelight there ! 

I thonght you were reading all this time. 

And was it some wonderful page of your 
book 
Telling of love, with its glory and crime, 

That has left you that sorrowful look ? 

For a tear from those dark, deep, humid orbs 
'Neath their lashes, so long, and soft, and 
sleek, 

AU the light in your lustrous eyes absorbs, 
As it trembles over your cheek. 

Were you thinking how we, sitting side by side, 
Might be dreaming miles and miles apart ? 

Or if Ups could meet over a gulf so wide 
As separates heart from heart ? 
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Ah, well I when time is flown, Low it fled 
It is better neither to ask nor teil. 

Leave tbe dead nioments to bury their dead. 
Let' US kiss and break tbe spell ! 

Come, arm in arm, to the window here ; 

Draw by the thick curtain, and see Low, to- 
night. 
In the clear and frosty atmosphere, 

The lamps are burniug bright. 

All night, and forever, in yon great town, 
The heaving Boulevart flares and roare ; 

And the Streaming Life flows up and down 
From its hundred open doors. 

It is scarcely so cold, but I and you, 
With never a friend to find us out, 

May stare at the shops for a moment or two. 
And wander awhile about. 



For when in the crowd we have taken our place, 
( — Just two raore lives to the mighty street 
there !) 
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Knowing no single form or face 
Of the men and women we meet there, — 

Knowing, and known of, none in tbe wLole 
Of that crowd all round, but our two selves 
only, 

We sball grow nearer, soul to soul, 
Until we feel less lonelj. 

Here are your bonnet and gloves, dear. 
There — 
IIow stately you look in that long, rieh 
sbawl ! 
Put back your beautiful golden bair, 
That uever a curl may fall. 

Stand in tbe fireligbt ... so, ... as you were — 
O my heart, bow fearfully like her she 
seemed ! 

Hide me up from my own despair. 
And tbe gbost of a dream I dreamed ! 
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GOOD-NIGHT IN THE POBCH. 

LITTLE longer in the light, love, let 

nie be. The air is warm. 
I Lear the cuckoo's last good-night float 
from the copse below the Farm. 
A little longer, Sister sweet, — your band in 
mine, — on this old seat. 

In yon red gable, which the rose creeps round 
and o*er, your casement shines 

Against the yellow west, o'er those forlom and 
solitary piues. 

The long, long day is nearly done. How sllent 
all the place is grown ! 

The stagnant levels, one and all, are buming 

in the distant marsh — 
Hark ! 't was the bittem's parting call. The 

frogs are out : with murmurs harsh 
The low reeds vibrate. See ! the sun catches 

the long pools one by one. 
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A monient, and tliose orange flats will tum 

dead gray or lurid white. 
Look upl o'erhead the winnowing bats are 

come and gone, eluding siglit. 
The little wornis are out. The snails begiu to 

move down shining trails, 

With slow pink cones, and soft wet horns. 

The garden-bowers are dim with dew. 
With sparkliug drops the whit«-rose thorus are 

twinkliug, where the sun slips through 
Those reefs of coral buds hung free below the 

purple Judas-tree* 

From the warm upland comes a gust made 
fragrant with the brown hay there. 

Tue meek cows, with their white horns thrust 
above the hedge, stand still and stare. 

The steaming horses from the wains droop o'er 
the tank their plaited nianes. 

And o'er yon hillside brown and harren (wliere 
you and I as children played, 

Startiug the rabbit to his warren), I hear the 
Sandy, shrill cascade 
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Leap down upon the vale, and spill bis heart 
out round the muffled mill. 

can it be for nothing onlj that God has 

shown his world to me? 
Or but to leave the heart more lonely with loss 

of beauty . . . can it be ? 
O closer, closer, Sister dear . . . naj, I have 

kbt away that tear. 

Grod bless you, dear, for that kind thought 
whioh only upon tears conld rise I 

God bless you for the love that sought to lüde 
them in those drooping eyes, 

Whose lids I kiss I . . . poor lids, so red ! but 
let my kiss fall there instead. 

Tes, sad indeed it seems, eaeh night — and 
sadder, dear, for yonr sweet sake ! 

To watch the last low lingering light, and 
know not where the moni may break 

To-night we sit together here. To-morrow- 
night will come ... ah, where P 

O child I howe'er assured be faith, to say fare- 
well is fraught with gloom, 
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Wlien, like one flower, the germs of death and 
genias ripen toward the tomb ; 

Aad earth each daj, as some fond face at part- 
mg, gains a graver graoe. 

There 's not a flower, there *s not a tree in this 

old garden where we sit, 
Bat what some fragrant memory is closed and 

folded up in it, 
To-night the dog-rose smells as wild, as fresb, 
as when I was a child. 

'T is eight years since (do you forget ?) we set 
those lilies near the wall : 

You were a blue-eyed child : even yet I seemed 
to see the ringlets fall — 

The golden ringlets, blown behind your Shoul- 
ders in the merry wind. 

Ah, ine ! old times, they cling, they cling ! 

And oft by yonder green old gate 
The fields shows through, in moms of spring, 

an eager boy, I paused elate 
With all sweet fancies loosed from school. 

And oft, you know,when e?es were cool, 
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In summer-time, and through the trees young 

goats began to be about, 
With some old book upon your knees 't was 

here you watcbed the stars conie out. 
While oft, to please me, you sang through some 

foolish song I made for you. 

And there's my epie — I began when life 
seemed long, tbougli longer art — 

And all the glorious deeds of mau made golden 
not in my heart — 

Eight books . . . it will not number nine I I 
die before my heroine. 

Sister ! tliey say that drowning men in one 

wild moment can recall 
Their whole life long, and feel again the pain 

— the bliss' — that thronged it all : — 
Last night those phantoms of tlie Fast again 

Game crowding round me fast. 

Near moming, when the lamp was low, against 
the wall they seemed to flit ; 

And, as^ the wavering light would glow or fall, 
they canie aud went with it. 
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Tlie ghost of boyhood seeraed to gaze down 
the dark verge of vanisbt days. 

Once more the garden where she walked on 
Summer eves to tend her flowers, 

Once more the lawn where first we talked of 
future years in twilight hours 

Arose ; once more she seemed to pass before 
me in the waving grass 

To that old terrace ; her bright hair about her 
warm neck all undoue, * 

And waving on the balmy air, with tiuges of 
the dying sun. 

Just one Star kindling in the west : just oue 
bird siuging near its nest. 

So lovely, so beloved I 0, fair as though that 

sun liad never set 
Which stayed upou her golden hair^ in dreams 

I seem to see her yet ! 
To see her in that old green place — the same 

husht, smiling, cruel face I 

A little older, love, than you are now ; and I 
was tlien a boy ; 
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And wild and way ward-hearted too ; to her my 

passion was a toy, 
Soon broken ! ab, a foolisli tbing — a butterflj 

with cruinpled wing ! 

Her bair, too, was like yours — as brigbt, but 
with a warmer golden tinge : 

Her eyes — a somewbat deeper ligbt, and 
drearaed below a longer fringe: 

And still tbat stränge grave smiie sbe bad 
stays in my heart and keeps it sad ! 

There 's no one knows it, truest friend, but 
you : for I bave never breathed 

To other ears tbe frozen end of those spnng- 
garlauds Hope once wreatbed ; 

Aud death will come before again I breatbe 
tbat name untouebed by pain. 

From little tbings — a star, a flower — tbat 
touebed us witb tbe selfsarae tbougbt, 

My passion deepened bour by bour, until to 
tbat fierce beat 't was wrougbt, 

Wliicb, sbrivelliiig over every nerve, cruml^ed 
tbe outworks of reserve. 
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J told her tlien, in that wild time^ the love I 

knew sbe long bad seen ; 
The accusing pain tbat burned like crime, yet 

left me nobler tbau I bad been ; 
Wbat matter witb wbat words I wooed ber ? 

Sbe Said I bad misunderstood ber. 

And sometbing more — small matter wbat ! of 
friendsbip sometbing — sister*s love — 

Sbe Said tbat I was youug — knew not my own 
beart — as tbe years would prove — 

Sbe wisbed rae bappy — sbe conceived an in- 
terest in me — and believed 

I sbould grow up to sometbing great — and 
soon forget ber — soon forget 

Tbis fancy — and congratulate my life sbe bad 
released it, yet — 

Wilb more sucb words — a lie ! a lie ! Sbe 
broke my beart, and fluug it by ! 

A life's libation lifted up, from ber proud lip 

sbe dasbed uutasted : 
Tbere trampled lay love's costly cup, and in 

tbe dust tbe wiue was wasted. 
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Slie knew I could not pour such wine agaiii at 
anj other slirine. 

Tlien I remember a numb mood : mad mur- 
murings of tbe words slie said : 

A slow sbame smouldering through my blood ; 
tbat surged and sung witbin my bead : 

And drunken sunligbts reeling tbrougb tbe 
leaves : above, tbe burnisbt blue, 

Hot on my eyes — a blazing sbield: a noise 

among tbe waterfalls : 
A free crow up tbe brown comfield floating at 

. will : faint sbepberd-calls : 
And reapei*s reaping in tbe sbocks of gold: 

and girls witb purple frocks : 

All wbicb tbe more confused my brain : and 

notbing could I realize 
But tbe great fact of my own pain : I saw tbe 

fields : I beard tbe cries : 
Tbe crow's sbade dwindled up tbe bill: tbe 

World went on : my beart stood still. 

I tbougbt I beld in my bot band my life crusbt 
up : I could bave tost 
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The crumpled riddle from me, and laughed 
loud to think what I had lost. 

A bitter strength was in my mind : like Sam- 
son^ wlien slie scomed Mm — blind. 

And Casting reckless arms about the props of 

life to hug tliem down — 
A madman witii bis eyes put out. But all my 

anger was my owu. 
I spared tue worm upon my walk : I left tbe 

white rose on its stalk. 

All *8 over long since. Was it stränge tbat I 
was mad with grief and shame? 

«And I would cross the seas, and cbange my 
aneient bome, my father*s name ? 

In tbe wild bope, if tbat migbt be, to cbange 
my own identity ! 

I know tbat I was wrong : I know it was not 

well to be so wild. 
But tbe scom stung so ! . . . Pity now could 

wound not I ... I bave seen her cbild : 
It had tbe seifsame eyes sbe had ; their gaz- 

ing almost made me mad. 
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Dark violet eyes whose glances, deep with 

April-bints of sunny tears, 
'Neath long soft lashes laid asleep, seemed all 

too tlioughtful for her years ; 
As tbrough from mine lier gaze had caught tLe 

secret of some mouruful thought. 

But, when she spoke her father's air broke o'er 
her . . . tbat clear, confident voice ! 

Some happy souls there are, that wear their 
nature liglitly, these rejoice 

The World by Üving, and receive from all men 
more than what they give. 

One handful of their buoyant chaff exceeds our 

hoards of careful grain : 
Because their love breaks tbrough their laugh, 

while ours is fraught with tender pain : 
The World, that knows itself too sad, is proud 

to keep some faces glad : 

And, so it is ! from such an one Misfortune 

softly steps aside 
To let hira still walk in the sun. These tbings 

must be. I cannot chide. 
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Had I been sLe I might have made tbe self^ 
same clioice. She shunned the shade. 

To some men God bath given laugbter : but 
tears to some men he bath given : 

He bade us sow in tears, hereafter to barvest 
bolier smiles in beaven : 

And tears and smiles, tbey are bis gift : both 
good, to smite or to uplift. 

He knows bis sbeep : tbe wind and sbowers 
beat not too sbarply tbe sbom lamb : 

His wisdom is more wise tban ours : be knew 
my nature — wbat I am : 

He tempers smiles witb tears : both good, to 
bear in time the Christian mood. 

O yet — in scom of mean relief, let Sorrow 

bear her heavenly fruit I 
Better the wildest hour of grief tban tbe low 

pastime of the brüte ! 
Better to weep, for he wept too, tban langb as 

every fool can do l 

For sure, *t were best to bear the cross ; nor 
lightly fing the thoms behind ; 
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Lest we grow bappy by tbe loss of wbai was 

noblest in tbe mind. 
— Here — in tbe ruins of mj years — Fatber, 

1 bless tbee tbrougb tbese tears ! 

It was in tbe far foreign lands tbis siekness 

came upon me ürst. 
Below stränge suns, mid alien bands tbis fever 

of tbe Soutb was nurst, 
üntil it reacbed some vital part. I die not of 

a broken beart. 

tbink not tbat 1 If I could live . . . tbere *s 
mucb to live for — wortby life. 

It is not for wbat fame could give — tbough 
tbat I scom not — but tbe strife 

Were noble for its own sake too. I tbougbt 
tbat I bad mucb to do — 

But Grod is wisest ! Hark, again ! . . . 't was 
yon black bittern, as be rose 

Against tbe wild ligbt o'er tbe fen. How red 
your little casement glows ! 

Tbe nigbt falls fast. How lonely, Dear, tbis 
bleak old bouse will look next year l 
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So sad a thought ? . . . ah, yes ! I kuow it is 

not good to brood ou tbis : 
And yet — such thoughts will come and go, 

unbidden. *T is that you should niiss, 
My darling, one familiär toue of this weak voice 

when I am gone. 

And, for what 's past — I will not say in what 

she did that all was right, 
Bat all 's forgiven ; and I pray for her heart's 

welfare, day and night. 
All things are changed ! This cheek would 

glow even near hers but faintly now ! 

Thou — God ! before whose sleepless eye not 
even in vain tlie sparrows fall, 

Receive, sustain me I Sanctify my soul. Thou 
know'st, thou lovest all. 

Too weak to walk alone — I see thy hand : I 
fialter back to thee. 

Saved from the curse of time which throws its 

baseness on us day by day : 
Its wretched joys, aud worthless woes ; tili all 

the heart is worn away. 
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I feel thee near. I hold my breatli, by the 
balf-open doors of Death. 

And sometimes, glimpses from witliin of glory 
(wondrous sigbt and sound !) 
» Float near me : — faces pure from sin ; stränge 
music ; saints with splendor crowned : 

I seem to feel my native air blow down from 
some bigb region tbere, 

And fan niy spirit pure : I rise above the sense 

of loss and pain : 
Faint forms that lured my childbood's eyes, 

long lost, I seem to find again : 
I see the end of all : I feel hope, awe, no lan- 

guage can reveal. 

Forgive me, Lord, if overmuch I loved tbat 
form thou mad'st so fair ; 

I know that thou didst make her such ; and 
fair but as the flowers were — 

Thy work : her beauty was but thine ; the hu- 
man less than the divine. 

My life hath been one search for thee mid 
thoms found red with thy dear blood : 
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In manj a dark Grethsemane I seemed io stand 

wliere thou badst stood : 
And, scorned in tbis world's Judgment-Place, 

at times, tbrougb tears, to catcb tby face. 

Tbou suffered'st here, and didst not fail : thy 
bleeding feet tbese patbs bave trod : 

Eut tbou wert strong, and I am frail : and I 
am man, and tbou wert God. 

Be near me : keep me in tby sight : er lay my 
soul asleep in ligbt. 

O to be wbere tbe meanest mind is more tban 
Sliakespeare ! wbere one look 

Sbows more tban bere tbe wise can find, tbougb 
toiliug slow from book to book I 

Wbere life is knowledge : love is sure : and 
bope's brief promise made secure. 

dying voice of buman praise I tbe crude am- 

bitions of my youtb ! 

1 long to pour immortal lays I great pseans of 

perennial Trutb ! 
A larger work ! a loftier aim I . . . and wbat 
are laurel-leaves, and faaie ? 
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And what are words ? How little these tlie 

sileuce of tue soul express ! 
Mere frotth — the foam and flower of seas wbose 

hungeriug waters heave and press 
Against the plauets and the sides of niglit — 

mute, yeaming, mystic tides 1 



To ease the heart witb song is sweet : sweet to 

be heard if heard by love. 
And you bave beard me. Wlien we meet, sball 

vfe not sing tbe old songs above 
To grander music ? Sweet, one kiss. O blest 

it is to die like tbis I 

To lapse from being witbout pain : your band 
in mine, on mine your beart : 

Tlie unsbaken faitb to meet again tbat sbeatbes 
tbe pang witb wbieb we part : 

My bead upon your bosom, sweet : your band 
in mine, on tbis old seat I 

So ; closer wind that tender arm . . . How tbe 
bot tears fall 1 Do not weep, 
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peloved, but let your smile stay warm about 
me. " lu tbe Lord tbey sleep." 

You know tbe words tbe Scripture saitb . . . O 
ligbt, Glory ! . . . is tbis deatb P 



THE BUINED FAIiAOE. 

ROKEN are tbe Palace Windows : 

Rotting is tbe Palace floor. 
Tbe damp wind lifts tbe arras. 
And Swings tbe ereaking dcK)r ; 
But it only startles tbe wbite owl 

Prora bis percb on a monarcli's tbrone, 
And tbe rat tbat was gnawing tbe barpstrings 
A Queen once played upon. 

Dare you linger bere at midnigbt 

Alone, wben tbe wind is about. 
And tbe bat, and tbe newt, and tbe viper. 

And tbe creeping tbings come out ? 
Beware of these gbostly cbambers ! 

Searcb not wbat niy beart batb been, 
Lest you find a pbantom sitting 

Wbere once tbere sat a Queen. 
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80B0EB7. 



OU 're a milk- white panther : 

I 'm a Genius of the air. 
You 're a Piincess onee enebanted ; 
That is why you seem so fair. 

For a crime untold, unwritten, 
That was done an age ago, 

I have lost my wings, and wander 
In the wildemess^ below. 

In a dream too long iudulged, 

In a Palace by the sea, 
You were changed to what you are 

By a muttered sorcery. 

Your name came on my lips 

When I first looked in your eyes : 

At my feet you fawned, you knew me 
In despite of all disguise. 
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The black Elephants of Delhi 

Are the wisest of their kind. 
And the Libbards of Soumatra 

Are füll of eyes behind. 

But they guessed not, they divined not, 
They believed me of the earth, 

When I walked among them, moaming 
For the region of my birth. 

Till I found you in the raoonlight, 

Then at once I knew it all. 
You were sleeping in the sand here, 

But you wakened to my call. 

I knew why, in your slumber, 
You were moaning piteously : 

You heard a sound of harping 
From a Palace by the sea. 

Througli the wilderaess together 
We must wander everywhere, 

Till we find the magic berry 
That shall make us what we were. 
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*T is a berry sweet and bitter, 
I have beard ; tbere is but one ; 

On a tall tree, by a fountain. 
In the desert all alone. 

Wlien at last 't is found and eaten, 
We shall both be what we werq : ■ 

You, a Princess of the water, 
I, a Genius of the air. 

See I the Occident is flaring 
Far behind us in the skies. 

And our shadows float before us. 
Night is Coming forth. Arise ! 



ASSOCIATIONS. 



fOÜ know the place is just the same ! 
The rooks build here: the sandy 
hin is 



Ablaze with broom, as when she came 
Across the sea with her new name 
To dwell among the moated lilies. 
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The trifoly is on the walls : 

Tlie daisies in the bowling-alley : 
The ox at eve lows froni the stalls : 
At eve the cuckoo, floatiug, calls, 
When foxgloves tremble in the Valley. 

The iris blows from court to court : 

The bald white spider flits, or stays in 
The chinks behiiid the dragonwort : 
That Triton still, at Ins old sport, 
Blows bubbles in his broken basin. 

The terrace where she used to walk 

Still shines at noon between the roses : 
Tiie gardeu paths are blind with chalk : 
The dragonfly from stalk to stalk 

Swims sparkliiig blue tili evening closes. 

Then, just above that long dark copse, 
One warm red star comes out, and passes 

Westward, and mounts, and mounts, and 
stops 

(Or seems to) oVr the turrct-tops, 
Aiid lights thoss louely cosemeut-glasses. 
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Sir Ralph slill wears tbat old grim smile. 

The slaircase creaks as up I clainber 
To those still rooms, to muse awhile. 
I see the little meadow-stile 

As I lean from the gi-eat south Chamber. 

And Lady Ruth is just as white. 

(Ah, still, that face seems strangelj like her !) 
The lädy aud the wicked knight — 
All just the same — she swooned for fright — 

And he — his arm still raised to strike her. 

Her boudoir — no one enters there : 

The very flowers which last she gathered 
Are in the vase ; the lute — the chair — 
And all things — just as then they were ! 
Except the Jasmins — those are withered. 

But when along the corridors 

The last red pause of day is Streaming, 
I seem to hear her up the floors : 
I sßcm to see her through the doors : 
And then I know that I am dreaming. 
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INDIAN IiOVE-SONG. 




Y body sleeps : my lieart awalces. 
My lips to breatlie thy name are 
moved 
In slumber's ear : theii slumber breaks ; 

Aud I am drawn to tbee, beloved. 
Tbou drawest me, thou drawest me, 
Through sleep, througli night. I bear the rills. 
And bear the leopard in the hüls. 
And down the dark I feel to thee. 

The vineyards and the villages 

Were silent in the vales, the rocks. 
I followed past the niyrrliy trees. 

And by tlie footsteps of the flocks. 
Wild honey dropt froin stone to stone, 

Where bees have been, my path suggests. 

The winds are in the eagles' nests. 
The moon is hid. I walk alone. 

Thou drawest me, thou drawest me 
Across the gUmmeriug wildernesses, 
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Aud drawest me, my love, to thee, 
Witb dove's eyes liidden in tby tresses. 

The World is many : my love is one. 
I find no likeness for my love. 
Tbe ciunamons grow in the grove : 

The Golden Tree grows all aloue. 

wbo batb seen ber wondrons bair ? 

Or seen my dove's eyes in tbe woods? 
Or tbund ber voiec upon tbe airP 

Her Steps along tbe solitudes P 
Or wbere is beauty like to bers P 

Sbe drawetb me, sbe drawetb me. 

I sougbt ber by tbe incense-tree, 
Aud in tbe aloes, and in tbe Urs. 

Wbere art tbou, my beart's deligbt, 
Witb dove's eyes bidden in tby locks P 

My liair is wet witb dews of nigbt. 
My feet are tom npon tbe rocks. 

The cedaru scents, tbe spices, fail 
Abont me. Strange and stranger seems 
Tbe patb. Tbere comes a sonnd of streums 

Above the darkness on tbe vale. 
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No trees drop gums ; but poison flowers 
From rifts and clefts all round me fall. 

The perfumes of thj miduight bowers, 
The fragrance of thy cliambers, all 

Is drawing me, is drawing me. 

Thy baths prepare ; auoint tlune bair : 
Opeu the window : meet me tbere : 

I come to tbee, to thee, to tbee ! 

Thy lattices are dark, my own. 

Thy doors are still. My love lock out. 
Arise, my dove with tender tone. 

The camplior-clusters all about 
Are whitening. Dawn break s silently. 

And all my spirit with the dawn 

Expands : and, slowly, slowly drawn, 
Through mist aud darkness moves toward thee. 



CONDEMNED ONES. 

f]BOVE thy cbild I saw thee bend, 
Where inthat silent room we sat apart. 
I watched the involuntary tear de- 
scend ; 
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The fireligbt was not all so dim, mj friend, 
But I could read thy heart. 

Yet wben, in that familiär room, 

I strove, so raovelees in my place, 

To look with comfort in thy face, 

That child's young smile was all that I could see 

Ever between us in the thougbtful gloom, — 

Ever between thyself and me, — 

With its bewildering grace. 

Tiife is not what it migbt bave been, 

Nor are we what we would ! 

And we must meet with smiling mien, 

Aad part in careless mood, 

Knowing that each retains unseen. 

In cells of sense subdued, 

A little lurking secret of Ihe blood — 

A little serpent-secret rankling keen — 

That makes the heart its food. 

Yet is there mucb for grateful tears, if sad ones 
And Hope's young orphans Memory mothers 

yet; 
So let them go, the sunny days we had once, 
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Our night hath stars that will not ever set. 
Aud in our heartsarebarps, albeitnot glad ones, 
Yet not all unmelodious, througli wliose strings 
Tbe nigbt-winds murmur tbeir familiär tbings, 
Unto a kindred sadness : tbe sea brings 
The spirits of its solitude, witb wings 
Folden about tbe music of its lyre, 
Tlirilled witb deep duals by sublime desire, 
Wbicb never can attain, yet ever must aspir?, 
And glorify regret. 

Wlmt migbt bave been, I know, is not : 
What must be, must be borne : 
But, ab ! wbat batb been will not be forgot, 
Never, never, in tbe years to follow ! 
Tbongh all tbeir summers ligbt a waste forloni, 
Yet sballthere be (hid from tbe careless swallow 
And sbeltered from tbe bleak wind in tbe thoni) 
In Memory's moumful but belov^d hollow, 
One dear green spot ! 

Hope, tbe bigh will of Heaven 

To help US batb not given, 

But more than unto most of consolation : 

Since beart from beart may borrow 
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Healing for deep lieart-sorrow. 

And draw frora yesterday, to soothe to-morrow, 

Tlie sad, sweet divination 

Of tbat unuttered sympatliy, wliicli is 

Love's sorceress, and for Love*s dear Fake, 

About US both such spells dotli make, 

As none can see, and none can break. 

And none restrain ; a secret pain 

Claspt to a secret bliss ! 

A tone, a touch, 

A little look, may be so mucli ! 

Those moments brief, nor often, 

When, leaning laden breast to breast, 

Pale cheek to clieek, life, long represt, 

May gush with tears that leave half blest 

The want of bliss they soften. 

The little glance across the crowd, 

None eise can read, wherein there lies 

A life of love at once avowed — 

The embrace of pining eyes. . . . 

So little more had made earth heaven, 

That hope to help us was not given I 

Cambridge : Printed by Welch, Bigelow, & Co. 
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WORKS OF OWEN MEREDITH. 



IVith a iively sympathyfor the two great eUntents of alt poetry 
— beauty and grie/ — Mr. I.ytton combines a power of expression 
tvhich reminds us o/the later Elizabethan poets more than ofany 
more recent author. — Edinburgh Review. 



POEMS. Containing "The Wanderer," "Clytemnes- . 
tra," " Tannhauser," etc. B lue and Gold. 2 vois, »2.50. 

The Same. Cabinet Edition, a vols. $ 3.00. 

At a bound he sprang into notice, and challenged at once the 
attention of the London critics, who haiied him as " one araong the 
immortal few." . . . . He is a true son of genius ; and every page 
of his poetry glows with beauty of language and grace of thought. 
— Boston Transcript. 



NEW POEMS. Including Chronides and Characters. 

Blue and Gold. 2 vols. #0.50. 

The Same. Cabinet Edition. 2 vols. $3.00. 

The ränge of these studies is so extensive, the subjects so diverse. 

that it is difficult, in a limited space, to give any sufiicient idea of 

the depth of thought, the patient labor, and the genuine enthusi- 

asm Mr. Lytton has brought to bear on nearly every page of his 

1 work. Seven years' labor has not been ill bestowed on volumes 

; that will win him a rank and name in the hierarchy of English 

i itotXi>. — London Times. 



POETICAL WORKS. Household Edition. Uni- 
form with Household LONGFELLOW. WhiTTIER, LOW- 
KLL, and Tennyson. With Portrait and lUustrations. 
i2mo. 406 double-column pages. Cloth, #2.00; Half Calf, 
$4<oo; Morocco, 1 5.00. 

The Same. Illustrated Library Edition. Portrait 
and 32 fuU-page lUustrations. 8vo. Füll gilt, Cloth, f 5.00 ; 
Half Calf, l&oo ; Morocco, | xo.oo. 
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LUCILE. A Story in Verse. Blue and Gold. $ t.25. 

The Same. Cabinet £dition. i6mo. $1.50. 

The Same. Diamond Edition. $ i.oo. 

The Same. Red-Line Edition. 8 lUustrations. 
Small 4to. Füll Gilt fisa 

The Same. 24 lUustrations by Georgk DuMaurier. 

8\'0. Füll Gilt. 1 5.00. 



LUCILE, and Other Poems. Illustrated. 8vo. 
Paper. 50 cents. 

'* Lucile " is a poem of great merit. It is a tale of suffering. and 
patient, persistent devotion to principle, in which love sacrifices 

everything to the beloved The versification of the poem is pe- 

culiar, but musical ; a sort of galloping rhyme, which carries the 
reader along easily and pleasantly. and leaves him. at the end of 
the Story, with a feeling of regret tliat he can go no further.— r/te 
Nation (New York), 



FABLES IN SONG. 1 vol. i6mo. $1.50. 

While we dissent tolerably strongly from some of the philosophy. 
that does not prevent us from recognizing the originality, the good 
sense. the ingenious fancy, of the poetry, of which we would only 
add, further, that it has what so much modern verse lacks, — a rer- 
tain delightful aronia of literature, which adds a charm even 10 
work that is distinctively imaginative. — Fall Mall Gazette. 
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